Il6        ONE-ACT   PLAYS    OF   TO-DAY
VICTORIA. That's Grandpa's clock.
MRS SLATER. Chut I Be quiet I It's ours now. Come,
Henry, lift your end. Victoria, don't breathe a word to your
aunt about the clock and the bureau.
[They carry the chest of drawers through the doorway.
VICTORIA [to herself}. I thought we'd pinched them.
[After a short pause there is a sharp knock at the front
door,
MRS SLATER [from upstairs}. Victoria, if that's your aunt and
uncle you're not to open the door.
[VICTORIA peeps through the window.
VICTORIA. Mother, it's them.
MRS SLATER, You're not to open the door till I come down.
{Knocking repeated.} Let them knock away. [There is a heavy
bumping noise.} Mind the wall, I lenry.
[HENRY and MRS SLATER, very hot and flushed, stagger in
with a pretty old-fashioned bureau containing a locked
desk.    They put it where ths chest of drawers was, and
straighten the ornaments, etc.   The knocking is repeated.
MRS SLATER, That was a near thing.   Open the door, Victoria.
Now, Henry, get your coat on.                            [She helps him.
HENRY. Did we knock much plaster off the wall ?
MRS SLATER. Never mind the plaster. Do I look all right ?
[Straightening her hair at the glass} Just watch Elizabeth's face
when she sees we're all in half mourning, [Throwing him " Tit-
Bits "] Take this and sit down. Try and look as if we'd been
waiting for them.
[HENRY sits in the armchair and MRS SLATER left of table.
They read ostentatiously. VICTORIA ushers in BEN and
MRS JORDAN. The latter is a stout, complacent woman
with an impassive face and an irritating air of being
always right. She is wearing a complete and deadly outfit
of new mourning crowned by a great black hat with plumes.
BEN is also in complete new mourning, with black gloves
and a band round bis bat. He is rather a jolly little
man, accustomed to be humorous, but at present trying
to adapt himself to the regrettable occasion. He bos a
bright, chirpy little voice. MRS JORDAN sails into the